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	1. Beca's Day

_**Hello, all! This is a new thing for me so of course all mistakes are my own and I don't own Pitch Perfect or anything to do with them. I don't own any songs, people, or places mentioned. This is simply for fun so I don't want to get sued. Ok, enjoy!**_  
><em><strong>P.s. I'm no expert in the music industry or German so let's just go with it as best as possible. This IS fiction.<strong>_

Didn't See You Coming

1  
>Beca sits at her desk at Residual Heat utterly bored. Her headphones bumped out another droning demo that had been submitted to the studio. Seeing as it was her second year as an intern there wasn't much else to do until someone wanted coffee or a food run. So she took it upon herself to listen to demos and if she wasn't going to die from boredom it would be from bad music. Everything was repetitive, auto-tuned, and synthesized and it was driving her crazy. She didn't know what she was listening for but for the past three hours it hadn't come up.<p>

She was dissecting a chorus to fit with another song stuck in her head when she spotted her boss come in through the door. She instantly dropped her headphones around her neck to hear another one of his long winded speeches. This time it was, again, about an international band that was looking to sign to an American label. They were scheduled to come in a couple days so he was prepping them for it in the way he knew, vague threats laced with backhanded encouragement. Even if Beca was a paid intern, it wouldn't help her step up. No one was going to ask an intern to help bag an international band or produce their songs.

Her first year as an intern was pretty basic, get coffee and food, pick up after people sometimes, and be a messenger of sorts. She knew almost everyone that worked there and even had more than one un-awkward conversation with a guy. That was something. This year though Beca was looking to branch out in doing other things. That started with giving her boss one of her mixes but she had yet to do it after a couple of months being back. She was mentally readying herself…for what, she wasn't sure.

_Rejection._ she thought for a dark second. She shook it off quickly. _No point being negative so quickly this is all you want to do. Make music. It's going to happen_. Solidifying that thought with a nod of her head, Beca stood from her desk and disconnected her headphones from her laptop. She stowed it quickly in her bag and made her way to her boss' office. A quick look showed it was empty so she quickly walked down the hall towards the studios. _He must be working. I should wait._ She turned around. _You're talking yourself out of it, Beca._ She turned back around and continued her journey. Beca was sure she looked crazy.

There were several studios ranging in size. The smaller ones were made for single artists or duos and the larger ones for groups. It was in a smaller studio she heard music being played back and her boss standing next to the soundboard with a producer. She scanned the room from the glass door to see two people sitting on a small couch in the room. They seemed to be listening intensely to the music until one of the guys on the couch quickly strode to the soundboard and the music cut out. He gestured widely about and Beca knew he was not happy about something with the song.

Her boss tried consoling him and gestured about but not as frantically. Beca was so lost in watching the pair that she didn't notice the other man on the couch notice her. He caught the others' attention by flinging the studio door open. Beca was startled by the suddenness and being caught staring.

"We'll ask you." The man that opened the door said as he grabbed Beca by the arm and pulled her into the studio.

"Connor, she's an intern." Her boss supplied quickly.

"With ears!" The other man said. "It's fine." He gestured for Beca to come closer to them and by sheer basic motor skills, she did so. "I'm James."

"B-beca."

"Hi. Ok, listen to this minute and tell us what you think of the vocal layer." He easily and quickly instructed, clearly stuck in his stubborn creative zone. Beca had those a lot and it took a lot for her to stop until she got a sound right. He fiddled with buttons until music poured through the speakers.

Beca's eyes glazed over as she focused on the sounds. There was a steady drum beat and guitar riffs laced together well. It seemed like they were trying to mix a techno sound in as well but it was not hitting the mark. Then voices flowed along with the music and Beca listened intently and nodded her head along. The music quickly shut off and she was snapped out of her thoughts. Beca looked up to see all eyes on her and it made her nervous. Whose bad side would she get on by stating her opinion?

"Well?" James prodded anxiously when Beca was silent for a second longer.

Beca decided to be honest and feel stupid later. "I think the vocal track volume should be turned up a little more if you're going to keep the techno sound. It kind of drowns it out. And if you keep the techno sound it should be moved a half step down to harmonize better with everything else. The vocals is good, it's the techno sound that's kind of throwing it off but if that's the sound you want it needs tweaking."

She looked between the four faces to find shock, contemplation, and scrutiny. Suddenly James snapped his fingers and pointed at Beca. "You're right. You see, Connor, the techno doesn't work with it." He turned to the soundboard with a focused eye.

Connor came up to Beca's side. "But I like the techno sound."

Getting caught up with the creative process Beca spoke up again. "I didn't say it doesn't work, it just needs work. Now that I think about it, how would you feel about picking up the beat a little?"

Connor spoke up again. "I'd like that but he wrote the song so he's got a sound in his head already."

"It's not a dance song."

"Just because it's sped up a little doesn't make it a dance song but wouldn't you like people to dance to your song?" Beca tried to placate though she did not know where her confidence was coming from. Maybe being in a studio and helping an artist with a song was her natural habitat after all.

James seemed to consider this as Beca's boss and the producer talked among themselves in whispers. Beca did not pay them any mind for now but could tell they talked about her by the way they looked at her. James sighed and looked at Connor, who had a hopeful look on his face. He looked at Beca then. "How fast were you thinking?"

Beca grinned and barely contained an excited squeal. A recording artist was really taking her opinions and running with her ideas. She was on cloud nine. "Not that fast but I think a deeper bass would round it out."

Half an hour later Beca was saying goodbye to James and Connor as they left the studio. For a moment she watched them leave and thought about how awesome her future would be if she got to do that everyday. Her smile faded quickly when she heard her boss behind her.

"That was something." His arms were crossed over his chest, leaning against the soundboard, with a blank face. The producer in the chair looked amused but silent. Beca looked between them for a second before remembering words and her job title.

"I didn't mean to interrupt like that. I came to give you a mix of mine and saw you were busy but the next thing I knew Connor was bringing me in and James was playing the song and looking for advice and I couldn't help hearing it and then not tell him but I know I overstepped on your jobs-"

"Stop!" Her boss held up his hands. "Breathe." Beca did quickly. "I admit I was put off by you being thrown into the mix but the guys responded to you well. Even Dopey here was impressed and they're his clients." He nodded towards the producer who gave Beca small smile. "Now uh-whats your name? Betty? Reggie?"

"Beca." She mumbled.

"Right. Give me your songs." He held out his hand to her expectantly. It took Beca longer than she would like to admit for her brain to catch up to what was happening. As his fingers and her mind snapped, she frantically pulled her USB drive from her pocket and handed it over. She was still like a deer in headlights when he began talking again. "You seem to be a natural and if I like these we'll see about putting your skills to better use."

Beca was still reeling that he was giving her an opportunity and listening to her mixes. She smiled and mumbled out a thank you.

"Yeah, yeah, it's all hands on deck for this international band so don't eat your foot." He said becoming serious again. Beca didn't know what to say so a silence spread between them. He looked at her expectantly with eyebrows raised.

"Oh I should get back to work." She mumbled out forgetting it was past 6 o'clock by now. Before she exited the door she turned back. "One more thing, what is the international band called?"

He looked as if she asked him to run a mile uphill. "I don't know why I have spontaneous meetings anymore." He mumbled, then spoke louder. "They're a group from Germany called Das Sound Machine."

She just gave a nod and strode away down the hall. She made a mental note to look up the group…right after telling Jesse that she got to do some producing today. She slowed her walk when she realized that probably wasn't a good idea. She huffed in frustration.

Jesse and Beca had decided to separate for a while to see if they still wanted the same things with each other. Getting together at the end of freshman year and being separated by the summer put a strain on that new relationship honeymoon phase. Honestly, Beca got the idea from a conversation her step monster was having with her girlfriends at a cookout. It seemed the mature and easy thing to do. She wasn't ready for a serious relationship just yet. Jesse agreed rather quickly too so there was no bad blood but they decided to keep their distance anyway. What good could they do focusing on their own wants if they hung out all the time. Besides Chloe, Jesse was the person Beca wanted to tell things to. Not big emotional secrets, just the everyday things that happened to her.

Jesse listened well. So did Chloe but sometimes she got easily distracted and had a one track mind about things. Usually it was acapella, the Bellas, Aubrey, boys, acapella, and the Bellas. It was easy to see why Beca found their conversations somewhat predictable. She wanted to talk to Jesse, he was one of her best friends, he was just...there for her. She resolved herself not to text him though. She suggested the separation for a reason and it would be ridiculous to cave after almost two months. Beca needed to know if she wanted to be with Jesse the boyfriend or Jesse the best-friend. She needed to figure out the difference too. Beca felt deep down there was a difference.

Getting back to campus was two bus rides and a short walk to the Bellas house. Beca sighed heavily as she closed the front door and wondered if she could talk her dad into getting her a car. Some girls were laying about the living room floor and couch watching TV. Beca went straight up to her room and plopped onto her bed face first.

She thought about her day at work and grinned into her bedding. _That was so awesome! My boss has my mixes. I helped artists with their song!_ Getting a surge of energy she sat up, leaning against the wall, and pulled out her laptop. When it was powered on she quickly began typing and clicking. _Time to see what this German group is all about._

_Holy aca-German Gods, Batman!_ Beca couldn't help but think again after watching another Das Sound Machine video. Since the first video she had been sucked into the German group's videos for the past hour and a half. She sat on her bed still, with her headphones on, leaning against the wall. The headphones were important to hear the freakishly low bass notes one of the members could hit. Beca was thoroughly impressed and anxious to see what they could do in person. Did she forget the most amazing part? They were an acapella group! _How did an acapella group get famous enough to sign to an international label?!_

She was sure it had to do with a deal and a crossroad because it was insane. Acapella is popular and nerdy-cool but she would not say that like-ability was enough for a band to tour worldwide. DSM was good though, really good. Most of their songs were in German and a few other European languages, Beca guessed. She even heard one in Japanese but thankfully there were many in English. She still listened to every recording and perused their website that, thankfully, had a translated page. Two hours into her spontaneous research slash stalking her bedroom door opened quickly. Fat Amy strode in towards her bed to plop down.

"Hey, shorty, you missed dinner call. What ya listening to?"

"Just doing homework." Beca quickly lied though she was not sure why. There was nothing wrong with listening to another acapella group. They did it all the time to get fresh ideas for their sets. Being back to back ICCA Champions had a little more pressure added for a third title win so the more help the better.

It was one thing, joining the Bellas her freshman year but another to keep coming back to hold onto the title. It did have its perks, though, like small tours, appearances, and a group house that was bigger than the Treblemakers'.

Fat Amy scoffed and looked at her like she was ridiculous. "You don't do homework in your room, alone. You do it downstairs so there's plenty of things to distract you."

Amy was right but Beca did not have to tell her that. "Dude, it's junior year, I gotta get serious about this stuff eventually."

Amy was still not buying it but decided to let it go this time; she ate herself into a food coma and wanted to take a nap. "Whatever you say." She mumbled and closed her eyes.

Beca watched her breathing even out before she returned to her computer screen and the music playing. The song was one of the recent ones uploaded but Beca could not understand the words. It was an upbeat German song that sounded like it was mixed with another because a melody popped up every now and then. She did not know much foreign music so she could not tell. 'Maybe I should brush up on my German' Beca thought back on one specific semester in high school.

She wondered if that one language credit requirement was a sign now to try to impress her boss when DSM got here. Acapella was her area of expertise at the studio. No one else had her background or was okay with admitting to it like Beca was somewhat reluctant to do. _No, that'd be way too desperate. I'll look like I'm trying too hard._ A part of her ignored the completely true idea that she did want to impress another acapella group. It was an acapella nerd thing. You can appreciate another group's flare but secretly, and not-so-secretly, want to one-up them.

Before she could get carried away with those thoughts her phone chimed with a text. It was Chloe telling her her dinner was in the microwave. Beca smiled as she text her back. Chloe was a doting mother hen to all the girls sometimes and it warmed her heart. Beca felt like she really lucked out by meeting Chloe and the Bellas. She would never tell them that though. She may be stepping out of her shell slowly but it remained within reach because it was a comfort. Beca finally acknowledged she was hungry so she shut her laptop and made her way to the kitchen. She hummed DSM songs as she ate.


	2. Beca Meets Kommissar

**_I don't own anything Pitch Perfect or proper German grammar and context. Enjoy!_**

2  
>It was the anticipated German invasion at Residual Heat and there was an excited air in the building. It was what most employees were talking about and Beca could not help but be excited as well. She had spent the past couple days listening to DSM every now and then so it was safe to say she was a fan.<p>

Her boss swept into the room again saying the same things he has been saying the past few days but in different words. As he bustled away, Beca followed after him quickly. It was now or never.

"Hey boss, I know you're super busy." Beca started as he turned and eyed her like he was already bored. "I was wondering if you had a chance to listen to my mixes yet. If not, that's totally cool." She rambled a little.

"Oh right, Reggie, the mixes." He clicked his fingers as he remembered. "I'm going to be honest, I was expecting originally produced songs. Those were nice enough mixes but not what I'm looking for. I got to get the meeting room ready and you need to get me a coffee." He nodded his head like the conversation ended mutually and walked away.

Beca stood there for a minute gathering her thoughts. Most of them were screaming at her not to freak out. _Don't let it get to you. It's not the end of it. He just didn't like your stuff._ Beca took a breath. Then another when that didn't help. _It's totally awesome. He doesn't like what I can do. What my whole future depends on._

Beca could feel the freak out feeling start to build in her and she did not want to show it in public. She strode quickly towards the back entrance employees usually used for smoke breaks. Beca burst through the doors and was relieved to see no one out there. A bench and trashcan stood against the building on one side of the door. On the other side was an additional storage area that held the back up generator. Beca moved to the bench but did not sit. She stared at the seat for a moment before she let out a frustrated groan that turned into a deep, low yell.

"It's cool, Beca, it's fine. Your boss doesn't like your stuff, totally okay, you can just do something else. Deejays get paid okay. I can go back to the radio station." Beca ran a hand through her hair as she talked to herself. She sure did look crazy. "I'll just sort cds and records until I suddenly become a world famous producer." By the end of her sentence she let out another groan. "That sounds so stupid." She huffed and finally sat. "I might as well try to be a professional acapella singer."

She scoffed dryly and leaned her head against the wall and shut her eyes. She just needed to calm down. He did not say she was no good just that her mixes was not something he was looking for. The music industry changed sounds constantly. Her sound would fit in eventually. That is what Beca liked to think in this moment and it was somewhat helping her. She let her mind drift to the last song she heard this morning and began to hum it.

"You gotta move it slowly,  
>Taking in my body like it's holy,<br>I've been waiting for you for the whole week,  
>I've been praying for you<br>You're my Sunday candy"

She repeated the chorus a couple of times and it relaxed her instantly. That is until an accented voice spoke above her.

"You should really make sure you are alone before you talk to yourself. One might think you are crazy." Beca's eyes snapped open, adjusted to the brightness, and focused on the tall blonde standing near her.

Beca took in the sight slowly from the top of a blonde head to the bottom of black boots. The woman was dressed in all black pants, shirt, and vest with her hair pulled back in a tight bun. Her make up was striking but not too heavy. Beca fixated on red painted lips that wrapped around a cigarette before releasing it to blow smoke out. Either her mind had shut down from embarrassment or the woman really did move in slow motion. One side of those lips perked up in a lazy smirk which woke Beca from her stupor.

"Uh- I'm sorry. I-I thought I was alone. I'm not- uh I'm not crazy." Beca stammered as she stood up and realized the woman was still much taller than her. What else was she suppose to say to someone that caught her talking to herself and singing. Beca really wanted to face palm herself right now.

"I suppose everyone must vent now and then. I did not mean to witness yours though." The woman easily replied as she moved to put her cigarette out on top of the trashcan. It was then that Beca connected the dots to this foreign accented woman and the group that was coming in today.

"You're German." Beca replied feeling dumb as soon as she said it. _Nice conversation skills, Beca, maybe you should tell her she's a woman too._

The blonde seemed taken aback by the random but truthful response. "Yes, I am and you are an American. Perhaps you would like to point out that I am tall as well, little one." The woman easily replied with a blank face but her blue eyes shone with quiet laughter. Beca did find it odd that she noticed it. _Since when do I describe eyes with laughter?_

"I'm not that little." She replied lamely. "And I meant you're in the German group, Das Sound Machine." Beca paused to look at her even more closely. "Wait, aren't you the female lead?"

"Ja, ich bin. Wer sind Sie?" Beca was thrown for a moment by the switch to German so it took her a moment to pull the cobwebs off her high school education memories.

"Ich bin Beca. Angenehm." Beca held out her hand to the woman with a practiced and professional smile. "Und Sie?"

It was the blonde's turn to be caught off guard but she recovered rather quickly. She shook Beca's hand quickly and offered her own polite smile. "Sie sprechen Deutsch, Beca." It sounded like a statement and a question, to which Beca quickly waved off.

"Ein bisschen. I only took one class in high school so I only know a few words." Beca said shyly. She did not mean to speak German, it just came out when she heard the blonde speak in her native tongue. Beca really hoped she did not sound like an idiot. "Uh- your name?"

The blonde seemed to hesitate for a moment and Beca wondered why. Before the woman could say anything the back door opened again. A tall dark haired man came out and instantly locked eyes with the blonde, only giving Beca a curious glance. "Wir sind erwarten für Du."

He was dressed in a black long sleeve shirt and pants and looked every bit intimidating. The woman gave a nod and looked back to Beca. "Perhaps I will see you around, little one." She gave a knowing smirk and walked inside, followed by the man.

Beca stood rooted to the ground, waiting for her mind to catch up. _I just met the lead from DSM. Damn she's tall. Wait, I spoke German to her._ She did face palm herself then. _Way to not look over eager Beca. I hope my boss doesn't find out I-oh shit, his coffee_.

She whipped around and practically ran to the break room where the coffee machines were. It was more like a small kitchen with a table to sit at. She frantically made his usual and hurried over to the meeting room. She hesitated at the door for a moment to collect herself before knocking lightly. A gruff 'come in' was heard and she entered the room slowly.

Her eyes immediately recognized the blonde and dark haired man decked out in all black. They sat on one side of the conference table along with another man in a blue suit. Beca's boss was on the other side eyeing her as she slowly moved across the room to him. She delicately placed the coffee to his side and waited. She was not sure for what but she really did not want to leave the room. Her eyes locked with the blonde's blue and she could not look away. The blonde did not seem to mind either. _It's actually her. The leader of DSM from the videos. They don't do her appearance justice._

"Anything else?" Her boss voiced loudly, cutting Beca from her thoughts.

"Uh- did you want anything to drink? Coffee or water?" Beca tried to sound professional but she knew her voice shook from nerves. She did manage to look at the other two men when she asked and not just the blonde.

It was the blonde that smirked and answered first. "Ich möchte ein Wasser mit Zitronen bitte."

The other two men looked at her curiously. The man in all black spoke to her first. "Warum du sprichst Deutsch zu die Mädel?"

The blonde gave the man a look who in turn eyed Beca curiously. Beca tried to recall as much German as she could but was struggling. She felt like the blonde was playing with her. _She knows I don't understand all that. All I got was water and please._ "Uh- so a water. For you?" She said it almost like a question before she asked the other two.

They responded in English that water would be fine. So Beca nodded and strode out of the room not bothering to excuse herself with her boss. _Why was she speaking German to me? I look like a fool in there in front of those guys._ Beca huffed as she prepared the glasses of water. She didn't know what else the blonde wanted but figured this was as good as she was going to get from Beca.

Making her way back to the meeting room seemed like a much longer and perilous trip. Beca was thinking of all the things she could do to embarrass herself again. _Just get in and get out._ With a deep breathe she entered the room; her nerves making her forget to knock to announce herself.

"-for the first year to round out their tour." The man in the suit spoke to her boss. He watched Beca place the water down, gave her a nod of thanks and continued. "Though, DSM does have some concerns that your label has no experience putting out an acapella album."

"I'm quite confident that we can make something both parties can be proud of." Her boss said.

Beca finished distributing the waters, noticing how the blonde smirked at hers, and quietly moved to leave the room.

"Do you have a producer with experience in acapella?" Beca heard the blonde's accented voice ask. Though the urge to speak up and claim she could help appeared her shyness won out and she left the room. She could barely hear her boss' answer to that. _You could of raised your hand in there Beca. Wait no my boss would of surely had my job. I can't step out of line twice in a couple days. Besides DSM has a different style than the Bellas. I know the Bellas sound, I created it. DSM is in a different league. They're making an album. The Bellas are studying for midterms._

With the resolution to just listen and watch DSM, Beca made her way to her desk. It was close to lunch time so she made her rounds of getting orders. Thankfully most employees ordered from places nearby so Beca did not have far to go. She was on her way out when she caught a glimpse of the two DSM members and her boss. They were strolling through the main lobby area obviously being given the tour courtesy of her boss. _So they did sign._

Despite the embarrassing first meeting with the lead Beca was anxious to hear what they were going to record. She just hoped it was in English…and a mix…maybe even with a rap song. She has not heard a rap song in their sets yet so maybe that was not something they were comfortable with. She was mentally mixing songs and humming along as she went to get the large orders of food.

On her return she noticed that there was no all black dressed people around and Beca deflated a little. She was not sure why. The blonde seemed to want to embarrass her. As people scrambled for food Beca returned to her desk and opened her laptop. She immediately went to DSM'S website. It had to have a bio for the members, the Bellas' did. There was not much on the English page as she figured but she went to the German page to scan the words. She did not understand mostly all of it but noticed a list of names. That had to be the members. The first on top, next to what Beca assumed was German for female lead singer, was one word: Kommissar.

Beca read the word again. _What does Kommissar mean? That can't be her name._ She was tempted to pull up Google translate but hesitant to do that at work. Some people were nosy as hell there. With her food and coffee duties out of the way for now Beca started laying ideas down for a Bellas set. She started with a bass beat from her go to song and began layering in other melodies from songs. She hummed along to the music and mentally sorted who would sing the vocals at certain points, making sure to add those notes in her music program. Beca, as usual, was lost to the world as she mixed but was brought back when a glass of water was placed by her side on the table.

She looked at it curiously and then to the person that brought it. She stopped breathing for a second as the blonde from DSM leaned against the table casually. Beca noticed slowly that she was speaking so she hit pause on the music and dropped her headphones to her neck. "I'm sorry. What?"

She smirked again. "Nothing, little one." Beca knew that was a lie. She nodded her head to the water glass. "Zitrone." Beca looked at the water and saw wedges of lemon in it.

She looked at the blonde, confused. "Lemon?" She got a small nod in response. Beca had to put some effort into why that was important. It took her a while to regain focus from her mixing to anything else. It finally snapped and she raised her eyebrows to the blonde. "Seriously? You asked for lemon in your water earlier?"

The blonde smiled. "Ja."

Beca was not sure if she should laugh or groan. Was this lady messing with her? Was it a cultural thing? "I told you I don't know that much German." Beca almost pouted. Almost. "And you still didn't tell me your name. It can't be Kommissar, whatever that means, it's not a name. Unless it's like a German Cher or Madonna thing."

"So you have done some research I see." 'Did she ever stop smirking?' Beca thought petulanty as she felt she was being teased. She did not like the feeling at all.

Beca decided not to give in to this woman and whatever she was playing at. She turned back to her laptop and mindlessly fiddled with settings. "DSM are clients of the label." She stated professionally and a bit defensively.

"Yet you looked up my name specifically. You are a rather curious little one."

"My name is Beca and I'm not that little." She responded coldly. She really had to get over the slights to her height but she could not. "And it's rude to not introduce yourself to someone."

Beca actually heard a low chuckle then. "You got me there so if it will ease your mind I will introduce myself." She slid a little closer to Beca and offered her hand like Beca did hours before. "You may call me Kommissar."

Beca was mid shake when she let go in a huff. "That's not your name though. That's a- that's-well, I don't know but it's not a name."

"You are right. It is my title in DSM." She shrugged and turned to Beca's laptop screen quickly. "What are you working on, little one?"

She had a hold of it before Beca could shut it. She felt extremely uncomfortable with strangers and her stuff, especially her unfinished music. "It's nothing. Just something I'm making for my friends." Beca tried to peel the blonde away from her screen.

"I would like to hear it." Beca stopped her efforts and eyed the blonde.

"It's not done. I was just messing around."

The blonde held her gaze, eyes soft and curious. "I would still like to hear it." Beca slowly let go and reached for her headphones. _What am I doing? Tell her no. Just take the laptop and run. Don't let her listen, it's still rough. She's going to judge it by the high standards of DSM. They're in a different league. Stop! _But Beca continued to offer her headphones to the blonde. There was a small smile on the blonde's face as she adjusted them to her head. She waited patiently for Beca to start the music and Beca's fingers move to do just that but stopped short. Without thinking she moved the closest cup from Kommissars ear so she could hear her.

"This is really rough. I'm still planning where the voices will come in and how the songs will continue to mix. And just ignore this track down here." Beca said nervously. She moved the mouse to mute that specific track that recorded her humming. It was usually later on in the process when she let even the Bellas listen.

The blonde smiled softly. "Es geht, Beca."

Her voice was soft and it threw Beca for a second. _She said my name._ She simply nodded and started the song from the beginning, held her breath, and hit play. There was a faint beat coming from the headphones and she wondered if it was too loud for her. The blonde's eyes glazed over as she listened much in the same way Beca's did. She slowly moved the mouse to turn down the volume but was stopped by a hand on hers.

Beca was not a touchy type person but she froze her movement instead of pulling away. _Being around Chloe so much has side effects._ Beca thought quickly as she took in the sight of the blonde kneeling next to her, eyes unfocused, and head bobbing slightly. _Her skin looks so soft…wait, what the hell?_ Beca faced the screen and sat stiff as a board.

The minute and half she outlined seemed to drag on longer as Beca waited for it to end. When it did, Kommissar took a moment then removed the headphones. "Not bad, little one, though I may have a suggestion or two." Beca could not help but get defensive at that. She always was with her music.

"I told you its a rough outline." She huffed and moved her laptop from the blonde's grip.

"I did not mean to offend, however if you would not like to hear my thoughts, that is fine." Kommissar shrugged again and went back to leaning against the table. Beca eyed her long figure from the corner of her eye.

_What does she know about my style? I don't need to fix anything. It's not even done._ She remained focused on her computer screen like she forgot the blonde was still there. Though that was not true at all. Beca could feel the gaze on her and it felt like a bright heating lamp. It made her uncomfortable to the point that she snapped back to Kommissar. "What?"

An eyebrow raised in response. "It is a really good start to a song. I would like to hear it when it is done." Kommissar shoved away from the table and muttered before leaving Beca's side. "If your ego can handle it, of course." One final smug smirk and she walked away.

Beca clenched her jaw in frustration before returning to her mixing. _That German woman is really trying to get on my nerves. I'm not imagining this now._ Beca tried to calm herself but when she replaced her headphones her temper did not fade. _Damn bigheaded woman! Doesn't even have the decency to give them back right!_ She adjusted the cups to perfectly rest on her appropriately sized head.

As the day winded away and Beca went through the motions, she could not help but think of the Kommissar. Of course she was protective of her mixing but she felt intrigued to know just what the Kommissar would suggest. Beca wondered if the blonde did the mixing for DSM or someone else. Beca wondered if she would interact with the woman some more. She disregarded that quickly, the woman clearly just wanted to get on her nerves. Beca would avoid her…but listen in on what they record. The woman did not have to know Beca was a fan of DSM.
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>A week had gone by fast for Beca. School was keeping her busy not to mention the appearances and regular duties of being the leader of the Bellas. Thankfully the internship work picked up so she had not much down time to sit around. That meant her interactions with anyone from DSM was slim to none, especially the Kommissar. Every time she saw the woman she was dressed intimidatingly and professional. Every time Beca stared too long and met the woman's gaze there was a smirk to greet her before Beca looked away.<p>

She had not learned to reign in her curiosity to the taller woman. Beca tried to connect the lead singer of DSM's Kommissar to the woman she saw almost daily. In any video of DSM the Kommissar seemed the most stoic. And that was saying something since she was almost always accompanied by the tall dark haired man, Beca found out his name, Pieter. When Beca saw Kommissar she was professional and all but would instantly offer a smile to Beca. Though, she found it to be teasing and condescending, like she knew what was wrong with Beca's mix. Yeah, she still was not over that even though she had finished the mix and rehearsed it with the Bellas.

Of course they loved it and wanted to perform it right away for a small appearance they were requested to make at a frat party. It was one of the "elite" ones, whatever the hell that meant, and the Frats wanted to make a show of their Halloween Bash Party. Beca really wanted to turn it down but as soon as Chloe, Stacie, and Fat Amy heard 'frat' and 'party' they were in. Beca's lame excuses to get out of it were quickly dismissed and she set it up. She groaned just thinking about it.

She liked a good party every now and then like any other college kid but she hated the sober parts. The time between getting there and being blissfully buzzed and sandwiched on the dance floor between Bellas was an awkward nightmare. If a Bella was not with her she automatically sunk into a corner away from prying eyes and eager conversationalists. Beca did not bother getting to know anyone else. She had her friends that were sort of forced on her and she had Jesse, sort of. She halted her movements at her desk then.

Was she suppose to see other people or act like she was still taken? Were they technically still together or broken up? It was an important thing to just kind of leave out of that conversation but they somehow did it. Beca huffed and lightly shook her head at that. _Way to be mature adults._

"Venting with your thoughts still makes you look crazy, little one." A familiar voice sounded behind her. She nearly jumped at the sudden interruption and maybe a tiny squeak escaped her lips. She really did not want to deal with whatever this woman was going to say.

"I'm just thinking."

"What about? It looks like it is causing you pain to think on it." She said with a small turn of her lips.

"Did you just insult me?" That was not what she wanted to say. Especially not in such a sharp tone. Beca reigned it in, a lot, the woman was still a client.

"I would not say I did." Beca squinted at Kommissar's nonchalant shrug.

"That's not a no."

Kommissar leaned against Beca's desk, she was so close. "No, it is not." She smiled and it almost looked predatory. "What were you thinking on?"

Beca had to think on her response. She had to be professional here but everything Kommissar did was casual. _Maybe she's actually down-to-earth. Or she's bored and wants to mess with me. Wait why would she be bored?_ "Aren't you suppose to be recording an album right now?"

Kommissar looked put off by not getting an answer to her question but she responded quickly. "We are in the long process of it, yes. Today was another meeting on arrangements of one of the songs. DSM members have strong ideas and wants for this particular album, however, so does the label and producer here."

Beca could practically see the irritation roll off the tall woman. She never had to deal with recording a whole album so she did not understand but could see how it would suck to have it drag out. She was more of a get-it-done-now-or-very-soon kind of mixer. If her inspiration was strong, of course, but then again Beca never had to deal with pleasing several people at once. The Bellas loved practically anything she came up with. They mixed well together like that.

"I wouldn't know what that's like but it sounds tiring."

"Ja, es ist. DSM has fifteen members and I try to include everyone's ideas but that gets very…trying."

Beca scrunched her eyebrows. "Why not just make a big mix out of it or like a medley. If it's something they want to do for fun let them at it. Get it out of their system and make it out to the fans. Like 'DSM Favorites' or 'DSM Top 15 Songs Now'. I see a bunch of those on youtube." Beca shrugged, most she could not listen all the way through because her mixing mind became too analytical but this was DSM. If anyone could make a bunch of random songs interesting and good to listen to, it was them. Beca would definitely not say anything to Kommissar like that though.

There was a long pause where Kommissar seemed to think on it and apeared to be surprised by Beca's suggestion. In turn, Beca was surprised the blonde was considering it for as long as she was. "That is actually a good idea, little one, danke."

"Seriously?"

"Ja. Why do you seem surprised by my words?" There was an adorably confused look on her face and Beca shook that thought away quickly. _What the hell?_

"It's just you didn't seem the type to accept outside help. You know, being the Kommissar and all." Beca felt silly for voicing her thoughts.

"Usually that would be the case but this particular issue has worn me down. A group of fifteen will do that to you." She cracked a small smile.

"I believe you. I only deal with seven girls but trying to get them to focus sometimes…" Beca trailed off not sure how to describe it.

A full smile graced the blonde's lips then. "Ah, so you are in a group. Tell me about it." Kommissar seemed to light up with interest and curiosity. Beca felt excited to capture the woman's zealous attention but she did not understand why. She did not usually talk of the Bellas at work because people here had never been in acappella and would dismiss it pretty quickly. Kommissar was practically a professional acapella singer though.

"Well, we're called the Barden Bellas. I've been with them since my freshman year, I'm sort of the captain, and I do the music arrangements. Chloe, she's kind of my co-captain, does the choreography." Beca let out in a long breath. She was unsure of what to say or how to describe the Bellas. She decided to just stick with the basics.

"How many sets do you preform in a school year?"

"Well, it varies. We have set up an annual thing with the school and a few local groups and businesses to perform but other than that it's kind of requests only. Then again we have the ICCA competition performances to do as well. Sometimes it's pretty crazy on top of school and showing up here." Beca nodded slightly, very surprised she had talked so much. Usually she would mumble out a sentence when people asked about what she did in the school year. She figured it was the fact that Kommissar understood leading an acapella group that drove her to unleash her thoughts.

"That I understand well, the craziness of a schedule sometimes. It must be exhausting for you." By her tone, Beca was unsure if Kommissar was trying to goad her again but she shrugged it off.

"Not really. It's great to mix music and perform it live. The Bellas keep it fun and…interesting too. I swear they try to turn any gig on campus into a party." Beca lightly shook her head as she thought back on Fat Amy and Stacie trying to get everyone hyped up at a departmental function for professors.

"That does sound interesting." There was a long pause where Beca did not know what to say. She felt that Kommissar was also in her predicament but stayed silent and waited. "Since you do the music for your group, I must ask you to assist me in the arrangements for a project in mine."

Beca did not expect that to come out of Kommissar's mouth. "Wait, what? A project like a song?"

"That is what music is in our field, is it not?" Beca could hear the sarcasm and sass but let it slide. She was still too shocked. Before she could find words Kommissar spoke up again. "The project is the idea you came up with so I am sure you can handle it."

"The medley thing?" That was something she had not done before. The most songs Beca has mixed at once so far is probably four or five and that was just a line every now and then. She knew that would not be the case for this project though.

"Ja. You will help me. I assume you are good enough but seeing as how I have not witnessed your skills I am not certain." She bobbed a shoulder and tilted her head in a way that Beca knew was to throw her off. The light gleam in her eyes portrayed more of what she really meant.

_I bet she's still on my mix she listened to. I bet she thinks it's still not good…not good enough for the almighty leader of DSM. Hmmph._ Beca would definitely show her. "The Bellas have a gig on Halloween on campus. If you come you'll see exactly how good I am."

By the slight raise of eyebrows and pause in the woman's breathing Beca knew she caught her off guard. She internally celebrated that fact and cocked her eyebrow in return. Kommissar eyes darkened with the challenge as she leaned ever closer to Beca. "Well how could I refuse coming to witness that?" Her voice was deeper and almost a whisper and it sent a chill down Beca's spine.

To cover up her own body's betrayal, she moved to grab a sticky note and pen to jot down the address of the Frat house and a general time the Bellas would show up. She leaned back in her chair, trying to portray cockiness, as she handed the paper over. Kommissar took it without breaking eye contact with Beca. A smirk reappeared on her features.

"Well, Bella niña, I will see you there." Kommissar repeated Beca's action on a new sticky note. When she finished she just slid the pad closer to Beca. "And see you tomorrow for the project arrangements. I am curious to see how you handle _all_ of DSM."

With that she strode away, again, leaving Beca quietly baffled. She quickly reached for the pad and saw a time and meeting room for tomorrow. _Great, what the hell did I get myself into?_ She was excited and dreading tomorrow at the same time. Beca took a drink from her water bottle to quench her suddenly dry tongue. _Did Kommissar speak Spanish?_ She thought as a man's voice sounded behind her.

"Hey, did you just switch phone numbers with the DSM chick?"

Beca sputtered and spit her water out all over her desk. She was mortified that actually happened as well as shocked the guy asked such a question. "What?" Beca quickly grabbed some tissue from her bag and mopped up the water. _God I could've gone my whole life without actually doing that!_ As she did that she turned to the guy. "No! That's not what happened!" Beca frantically explained.

The guy Beca knew as Frankie held up his hands defensively. "Alright, calm down. I didn't mean to give you a heart attack…or drench the whole floor. It just looked like she was flirting with you from where I was sitting." He shrugged and walked off.

Beca mindlessly finished cleaning off her desk, thankful that she did not get her laptop. It was not the idea that a woman would hit on her that shocked Beca so much she forgot how to swallow but the fact that it would happen at all. Beca was oblivious to certain things and the dating social thing was definitely one of them. Jesse was the first person that Beca knew for a fact was trying to woo her, but to be fair he was not subtle at all. She would have to be blind and deaf to not notice it. Here though, with Kommissar, Beca was straight up lost. _That's not what she was doing._

Resolute in her beliefs that Kommissar would not be interested in her like that, Beca finished up the rest of her work day. She had been quietly contemplating and freaking out about what songs the DSM members would want to put in a medley. If they even would go through with the idea. Beca quickly wondered if it was a democracy or Kommissar had final say in all things. Pushing that aside for her main worry that she would be unable to mix songs she had no understanding of. Sure, she could get the gist of it from Kommissar but Beca always wanted to get a feel for a song she was mixing. It had to mean something to her. Maybe it would be enough for the songs to mean something to someone in DSM. She did not have to think too much about it as she made her familiar journey home. The Bellas had rehearsal for the Fraternity gig.

The mix she started last week was for future Bella use but just recently was altered for the Frat guys. In her eyes the pre-party entertainment did not need a stage quality performance. All Beca had to do was throw in a couple of Halloween type songs and it was good enough. Though now that Beca knew Kommissar would be there she kicked herself for trying to half ass this particular mix.

Later that evening, two hours into rehearsal, Stacie held Beca firmly by the shoulders. "Beca, enough! We got it." It was rare that Stacie complained about rehearsal or its physical activities. "Stop trying to change things too. It sounds great how it is." She crossed her arms and looked down at her leader. The other girls voiced their agreements from around the rehearsal space.

Chloe came up to Stacie's side and eyed Beca softly. "She's right, Becs. It's great. We should take a break."

"Alright." Beca said lamely, trying to act like it did not bother her. In truth, DSM's leader was still plaguing her mind. "Ten minutes then we'll run it through one more time." Bellas moved about to their seats at the bleachers and began going through their stuff, getting water bottles and phones.

Chloe followed Beca over to a standing piano Beca used as a table. Beca went to her mixing program where their current mix was waiting. Before she could play it from the beginning, again, Chloe placed a hand over hers. "Becs, what's up? You're acting weird."

"No I'm not."

"Come on, Becs." Chloe took Beca's hands in hers and dragged her to the piano's stool to sit. "Tell me why you're fussing over this song more than you usually do. And don't try to deny it because you've never made changes after giving it to us." Chloe sat patiently and Beca knew she would sit there til midnight unless Beca talked to her. It was the Chloe way.

With a deep sigh Beca tried to explain while avoiding details. "Someone at work heard me mixing this song." Chloe waited still for Beca to explain because she did not make the connection. "It wasn't even done yet. I literally started on it an hour before and I let them listen and…I don't know." Beca finished, not knowing how to describe what she felt.

"What'd they say? Who was it?" Chloe slowly asked.

"Just someone new to the studio. They didn't really say anything but they implied that they would change things." Beca huffed out getting annoyed again. "Which is stupid because I wasn't finished yet."

Chloe rubbed Beca's back soothingly knowing the brunette would let her get away with the physical contact. "Okay I get it. Maybe what that person meant was more of helpful criticism than saying you weren't doing a good job. I assume they know a lot about music too?" With a small nod from her friend, Chloe continued. "It could be they wanted to help. Don't you think you'd say something about someone else's mixing?"

Beca thought on it for a quick moment. She would not do that because that seemed rude and she hated talking to people but the producer in her would be itching to correct things she wanted to. "Yes but only if I knew the person. That woman is practically a stranger."

"Try not to take it so personally Beca." The redhead gently nudged Beca in the side and gave her a wide grin. "Besides if it wasn't finished then it certainly is now and you've had time to perfect it. It really does sound awesome. We are going to blow them away at new-frappe-crew."

Beca chuckled. "That's not the name."

"Oh it doesn't matter. We're going to blow minds and then party." The redhead beamed.

"As long as that's the only thing you blow." Beca mumbled knowing full well Chloe could hear her.

Chloe gasped silently and let her eyes comically widen and her mouth stretch into O. She poked Beca in the side again more firmly. "You might be spending too much time with Amy and Stacie." She joked.

Beca chuckled dryly. "Don't you mean you too." Beca tried to slap the offending hands away. They both quietly laughed at their antics as Fat Amy walked up to them.

"Alright, easy with the girl on girl stuff, shawshank. You don't want to get Red excited." That made both women instantly drop their hands. Beca groaned at Amy's meaning and Chloe narrowed her eyes at the blonde. "What?"

"Very funny, Amy. Me and Beca were having a serious talk but then started talking about Halloween."

Fat Amy clapped her hands excitedly. "Oh yeah I am pumped for that. I'm pre-gaming a whole day in advance if you guys wanna join in."

Beca looked at her disbelieving. "I would die if I did that."

Amy shrugged and Chloe shook her head. "No, I mean about the performance. The one we were just practicing? Though the after show activities should also be discussed." Beca recognized that super focused serious look, that reminded her scarily of Aubrey, and she knew Chloe was set on something. She stood to speak loud enough to get the girls' attention. "Bellas, fall in!"

They looked annoyed that their break was cut short but quickly moved to stand around the piano. Once Chloe knew she had their attention she smiled to them. "Since our gig is at a frat and on Halloween I think some plans need to be made." She said lightly and all girls knew what was coming. "What are we planning to wear as a costume?"

The Bellas smiled at the redhead with a renewed vigor as they chatted away about their ideas. Beca groaned loudly, even though it was lost in the dull roar that was the group of girls, and dropped her head to the keys in front her. The disjointed melodic keys alerted Chloe to her captain's distress. She rolled her eyes at the short woman.

"Don't be so dramatic, Beca. It'll be fun. We can dress you in all the black your grumpy, emo heart can stand." She chimed in happily.

Still with her head on the keys Beca mumbled out. "I'm not emo. I'm socially awkward." She lifted her head to glare at the ginger. "And I hate costumes."

"I got you into costume last year, Mitchell, don't think I won't be able to do it again." Chloe said sternly.

Beca's eyes widened slightly. "Dude, that was straight up blackmail!"

Chloe smiled smugly but returned her attention to the group that were focusing on coordinating vampire costumes. Beca shuffled away to her laptop, hoping the distance would exempt her from the plans, and started the mix over. It started how it originally did when Kommissar listened to it but the bass beats became louder. After a few bars of Beca's favorite Muse song, the opening notes of Michael Jackson's Thriller came through. It was a give in to include it for Halloween. The modern bass beats mixed well with the old classic but before it became too predictable Beca started the chorus of Eminem's The Monsters. Beca already knew Cynthia-Rose knew Rihanna's lines so it was an easy transition. Beca covered a part of the rap of that particular song while the others continued the beat and Thriller. Soon after Beca and Chloe harmonized softly a few lines of I Put A Spell On You. The song slowed it all down nicely as the Bellas would slowly fade down and Beca would deliver the final notes.

There was no room for big choreographed moves in a crowded backyard so they kept it to simple steps and hand gestures. They really did have it down but Beca kept thinking if she should repeat Monsters or Thriller more. Then she wondered if she should make Lily project louder. The beat boxer could make herself heard when she wanted but the beats needed to pack a punch. Even with Chloe's messed up vocal chords, that seemed to be a bass at odd times, the sound was not exactly where Beca would like it. Again, she thought of DSM's bass singer and wished the Bellas had a guy in the group.

Beca looked over to the group of girls chatting about how they could possibly dance in a slutty vampire costume. Beca smiled to herself, she would not change them one bit and she was glad it was just them. Looking at her finished mix and another Bella original set, Beca realized that this was what she did. She has been damn good at it too. Two acapella trophies proved that to her and anyone else that asked. She had to show that Beca Mitchell confidence and damn what Kommissar thought. She just hoped that Bella confidence helped her out tomorrow with DSM.


End file.
